THE SCHOOL OF POVERTY
and lasting. Watching the hammer in the forge
Dne acquires a passion for the matter which a
man can and must fashion in accordance with
his will. Down to this very day I am attracted
when I see a stonemason building the framework
for a window, and I feel that I should like to do
the job myself."
"I once read a letter you wrote thirty years
ago, a letter in which you told a friend about
your journey to Switzerland, and said that passing
through the St. Gotthard in the night had divided
your life into two parts."
"Yes, such was the effect of that night," said
Mussolini. "I am sure of it. I was nineteen years
old, wrote verses, and wanted to go out into the
world to try my fortune. So impatient was I, that
I abandoned my post as schoolmaster, left my
father in prison (not that I could have done
anything to set him free!), and, almost penniless,
went to Switzerland to make my living there as
a manual worker. One does that sort of thing in
mingled enthusiasm and despair; but perhaps
rage is the dominant feeling. I had been infuriated
by the sorrows of my parents; I had been humili-
ated at school; to espouse the cause of the revolu-
tion gave hope to a young man who felt himself
disinherited. It was inevitable that I should
become a socialist ultra, a Blanquist, indeed a
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